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The voice of the conductor had rasped
him like the sharpening of a saw. His taut
nerves suddenly sagged. The bright visions
were plunged in greyness ; the meaning calms
dissolved into a tumult of unmeaning noise-
He felt the instant burden of an immense
fatigue. The utter sordidness of life ! What
was the use of trying to escape it ? Be a
man and face it. What he had to escape
was the desire to escape. And then the
voice came in its subtlest accents. It was
treachery he had meditated, treachery. He
must be loyal to his mother's pain.

He was bewildered. How could the same
thing bear two utterly different meanings ?
One must be a lie. He must wait.

In that moment he drew back to the kerb,
and the London tram screeched angrily
away.

He pushed open the door of the stale saloon
of the public-house.

" Oh lord," said the barmaid, peering at
him through a glass barricade, " you do look
queer, Gimme quite a turn, you did/'

<f Sorry. I am faint. Give me a brandy
; * . and a biscuit, please/' Of course, he'd
eaten nothing since lunch, hours ago.

" Bin overdoin' it, I should say/'